lEHRY'S PLAK5 WERE TOO WELL CALCULATED 
C ftE UPSET ft* THE OLD LADY'5 WARNING ... 
AND SO. TWO HOURS LATER 




POOR ANNE, SHE WAS PARALYZED 
AND PIDN'TttAVE A CHANCE IN 
THE RA&ING WATERS- . HER 
HUSBAND WAS NO HELP TO HER./ 



IT WASN'T MUCH OF A BATTLE... 
ANNE LOST TO THE WATER IN 
NO TIME. ..HENRY &AW HER 
HEAD DISAPPEAR, JUST AS H" 
REACH EP SHORE... 



HENRY STARTEP BACK. TOWARD 
CIVILIZATION... BUT THE WINP ANP 
RAIN HADN'T STOPPED ANP HE 
FOUND IT DIFFICULT TO MAKE HIS WAY- 




■ ^J~^ -y ALTHOUGH LUTHER'S ATTITUDE 
EV) _Y TOWARD VICTOR CONWAY WAS ONE OF 
fif*vJ DISLIKE, HIS THOUGHTS TOWARDS ULY 
Yyjf CONWAY WERE FAR FROM UNPLEASANT... 
JTHAT NIGHT. 
^FoiTsCEM IN GOOcT 
SPIRITS TONIGHT, ( BEAUTIFUL 
LUTHER/ SEE IF YOU) WOMAI 
CAM BET MY HUS -J MY WIFE, I'D 
BAND A LITTLE ■ FEEL LIKE A 



Later, at the medical arts ball. 




Luther had no intention of 
ex awning victor... but the : 
next day he found he could 
not avoid it.. . 

luther, i've been wanting 
to talk to you ... ordinarily 

I DON'T WORRY ABOUT t 
HEALTH ..BUT I'M AFRJ 
THESE HEADACHES MAY BE 
CAUSED BY MY EYES . . . AND TO 
A SURGEON, HIS EYES ARE THE 
MOST NPORTANT PART OF HtS 
BODY f HOW ABOUT TAKING A 
LOOK AT THEM; 4 





FOR A MOMENT LUTHER 



AMD SO, LUTHER ACCEPTED/ THE 
OPERATION WAS SCHEDULED FOR AN 
HOUR LATER -.-AND AS VICTOR WAS 
PREPARED FOR SURG ERY, SO WAS 
LUTHER, HEH/HEHf \ 




LUTHER CAME OUT Of HIS UNCONSCIOUSNESS AS 
THEY WHEELED' NM INTO THE OPERATING ROOM... 
WE SAME ROOM WHERE HE HAD OPERAT ED ON VICTOR/. 
BUT LUTHER COULDN'T MOVE OR TALK. 

^TAKE IT EASY, DR. ADAMS. ..EVERYTHING'LL^ 
|0HfOH/\ BE OKAY/ OR. WATTS IS 60ING TO DO THE 
KMOAfJI It. SuflGE ftY f . HE'S A VISITING SURGEON - 
.LUCKY HE'S IN TOWN/ I 



The effects of the accident, coupled 
with the liquor still in his boot, sent lu 
brain reelins. ..only one word seemed ti 
penetrate. " surgemy, " "s urgery 




Luther was right. .. for min- 
utes LATER .ANOTHER 

"accide n t "occurred in the 
operating r oom offairview 
hospital 



IN THE CONFUSION WHICH 
FOLLOWED, MO ONE NOTICED THE 
'SURGEON " SLIP QUIETLY AWAY 
UMTIL 





POOR DP. WATTS. . HE WAS IN A 
BLIND FOG. . AND LUTHER? HE 
WAS IN AM AWFULLY MESSY 
CONDITION/NO ONE EVER KNEW 
WHO FERFORMED THE OPERATION '/ 
THEY ONLY WONDERE D BUT YOU 
KNOW, OONT YOU? 1 THE ENO 



HORROR OF THE DROWNED 

By ELLEN LYNN 



THE news of Tom's death came t© Arlene as 
a terrible shock. 
I loved my niece Arlene as a daughter and 
tried to take her mother'* place when my lister 
Grace died; I was with Arlene when the tragic 
news about Tom reached her. 

When Arlene fell in love with Tom Bradley 
she was only sixteen, but she gave her whole 
romantic heart to the quiet, handsome young 
man the moment she met him— and he knew he 
had become equally smitten with her. Their lovo 
wos a beautiful thing to see— a charming idyll. 
And I felt sure my dead sister would have been 
pleased with Arlene's choice of a husband. But, 
perhaps because she was so very young and 
romantic, Arlene's love wos so intense it worried 
me. She seemed only to live for the moment when 
the could be with Tom, and everything else be- 
came subordinate to their meetings. Just because 
she sensed my worry, she grew pale ond thin, 
and I was deciding in my own mind that an early 
marriage might restore the normal balance of 
her life. Then Tom came with the news that he 
was to leave almost at once for- KOREA- with 
his regiment. 

For Tom's sake Arlene knew she had to take 
this blow calmly; she did net even suggest that 
they be married before Tom left for Korea. When 
they said goodbye she was pole ond her eyes 
were red-rimmed, but no tears were shed. Only 
o soft promise from Tom that he would come 
bock soon and claim his bride. 

She waited for Tom's letters as she had previ- 
ously waited for him. She retreated into herself 
living only for Tom's return and finally I took her 
away to my little place in the country where I 
thought she might better adjust herself to Tom's 
absence. The long quiet lake on which my house 
was situated proved a strong attraction for her 
and every possible day she was out in her canoe 
or small outboard motorboat, mostly thinking 
of Tom. 

Then the day arrived when the fatal telegram 
about Tom reached her. His boat had been hit 
and he hod been drowned while they were trying 
to make a landing near Seoul. I'll never forget 
how Arlene looked reading that wire. She was 
very still— then she looked up at me, wild-eyed, 
frightened, the sheet fluttering from her fingers 
A piercing, shrill scream came from her lips, and 
she rushed from the house. I started after her but 
could not catch up with that fleet-footed creature 



as she sped down to the lake front ond got into 
the small motorboat floating at the little pier. 
Quickly she got the motor started and the chug- 
chug-chug faded into the distance as she rounded 

I was terrified of whot she might do ond 
phoned a few neighbors around the lake to keep 
an eye out for Arlene. I told them the tragic 
news about Tom's drowning and they understood 
my anxiety for Arlene. 

But toword dusk I could hear the chug-chug- 
chug once more and rushed out to the terrace 
to see my niece pulling the boat beside our dock. 
She walked up to the house slowly but soon I 
could see she had quieted down. I took her in my 
arms and kissed her with relief. 

The next few days Arlene behoved very well 
In foci after her daily boat ride she'd return in 
rather cheerful spirits— for her. I knew that some- 
how she felt closer to Tom, alone on that silent 
lake. 

Then one day she came running up from the 
lake, breathless, eyes shining. "Oh, Aunt Betty 
—Aunt Betty! I've seen him! I've seen Tom!" 

My heart stopped beating. Had her mind 
snapped? My poor, poor, little girll "But, darling," 
I soothed, "how could you? Poor Tom's body is 
still in Korea . . 

"No— no! He's on the bottom of the loke— over 
in the cove. I saw him, I saw him. He was smiling 
at me with that crooked little smile I love so 

I was heavy-hearted but I tried to divert Arlene 
as well as I could and one day I suggested we 
drive over to the state's fine, if small, art gallery 
where a loan collection was being shown, donated 
by local townsfolk. Arlene agreed and I was de- 
lighted that she would "be willing to do anything 
that would take her "out of herself." 

At the gallery I found the borrowed collection: 
fascinating but Arlene wandered about by her- 
self. Finally, just as I wished, I found her staring 
intentfy at the oil which I hod donated to the 
exhibit. The artist, Sloan Farraday, was not first . 
rate— but in this particular work he had risen 
to unsuspected heights of talent and it hod actu- 
ally won the coveted Beordsley Award. The sub- 
ject wot somewhat poetic ond nebulous— an ex- 
quisite girl with alabaster face and enormous 
block eyes, flowing block hair, was floating grace- 
fully in the arms of a creature half-man, half sea 
nymph; he seemed to be drawing her down. 



mf i through the jade gr6en waters. Both of 
mmM wore ambiguous i miles of great tend emeu. 
Thar* wot a disturbing, haunting quality in the 
pimm which had brought Forraday unexpected 

'Aunt— Aunt Betty. Tell me about this painting, 
ptaaee." Arlene asked, not taking her eyes away 

hmm ■ 

Then suddenly it dawned on me that Arlene 
exey have heard some time the story of the picture 
«d was transferring it to her own experience, 
fbritaps if I told her the legend behind Vl she'd 
ssjsjKxe what a fantasy she was building up in her 
•tad, about Tom. 

T4od you never heard the story of your greot- 
fjr«a(-greot Aunt Annalee?" t asked her. "The 
•rfett of this picture, Sloan Forraday, had been 
ta lev* with her and after her— her tragedy, he 
m inspired to paint this picture." 

"I don't remember," Arlene answered, her eyes 
m9 glued la the canvas. "Tell me about it. Aunt 
■tftyT And this time her wards were almost a 
asssmond. A feeling of helplessness came over 
mm and I proceeded to tell her the story. 

"When our ancestor, Annalee, was a young 
fwt she was betrothed to Sloan Forraday. Our 
tjoijI r was the very house in which she lived and 
km lived with his family o short distance away. 
He hod olwoys been in love with her but she 
Wp> putting off a date of marriage. One day 
rise come crying to her mother— that she would 
■ever marry Sloan, that she loved another man. 
She looked dreamily into her mother's eyes soy- 
tag, 'Mother, you'll think me mad— but there's a 
beautiful man— ot the bottom— of our lake. He's 
mm most handsome creature I've ever seen and I 
<s»e him with all my heart. He speaks to me and 
I know he loves me, too.' Her mother did indeed 
mmm. her mad and tried to keep her protected 
Irom the world, hoping no one would find out. 
Iw> some of the villagers in town had found oul 
about Annalee's visions at the bottom of the lake. 
A strange fever spread in the community. People 
began to accuse Annalee of being a witch. A 
eumber of sudden tragedies, inexplicable, hit 
hard in the Maine village. With no previous IH- 
amu, a baby suddenly screamed in the night and 
mm next morning died. Cows and sheep were 
barren— without apparent causel Fires started up 
eat of nowhere. The superstitious townsfolk be- 
came panicky and looked for a seapegoot on 
wjsich 10 pin all these terrible incidents. It was 
mm age of witches. Rumor having gotten around 
about Annolee and her man at the bottom of the 
axe, the cry of Witchl Witch! began to be heard 
Annalee's poor mother trembled for the safety of 
her doughter and one day a furious crowd, en- 
•amed by a new onset of tragic occurrences, 



came to this house and lore Annalee from her 
mother's arms. They tried her. She protested her 
own innocence, the poor girl begged them to go 
see for themselves that the man she loved who 
was al the bottom of the lake, but paying no at- 
tention to the ravings of a sick girl they tied her 
to a stake in the village and threw faggots around 
the base. Matches were struck and a crackling 
fire started to roar upward when suddenly a 
silence fell on the' angry crowd and Annalee's 
lips parted in a joyful smile. A handsome young 
man, his green silk clothes dripping water, came 
through as the people, horrified, stepped aside. 
He loosened the cords binding Annalee, put out 
the fire with the constantly streaming water and 
carried the lovely, smiling girl away. Some who 
had followed them said he walked straight into 
the lake with Annalee in his arms— until they both 
disappeared under the water. 

"So, dear Arlene," I ended the tale, "that's 
the fairy-tale legend of our ancestor, which they 
say, inspired her lovesick sweetheart, Sloan Form 
day. to paint this charming poem in oils " 

Arlene had listened to the whole story intently. 
Obviously just as I intended, she was thinking 
about the strange similarity between her vision 
—seeing Tom at the bottom of the lake— and that 
of our ancestor Annalee. I was sure that her 
mother, or someone, had told her the same 
legend, perhaps in her childhood, and by some 
quirk of the mind she imagined seeing Tom in 
the same way. I had hoped the story would cure 
her. I found it difficult to tear her away from her 
preoccupation with the picture. Something else 
must be done, I decided. We'll go back to the 
city and see if a psychiatrist can unrovel the 
strange knots in my niece's mind. When I told her 
we were leaving, I saw her tremble violently. 

When the packing was finished I looked about 
for Arlene, ready to start back to the city. My 
hand leaped to my mouth in an impulse of fear 
as I saw her in her hot and coat running wildly 
down to the boat, saying, "I am coming, Tom." 
I let out a scream, calling her to come bock— but 
she gat in the boat. Just as it was rounding the 
bend, I saw— I saw— my niece stand up— wave 
back at me and jump. Her body was not re- 
covered. 

The next morning, grieving and wretched, I 
walked down to the dock to gaze into the watery 
grave Arlene had chosen when I sow something, 
bright-colored, drifting in toward me. It was a 
scarf. Fascinated, I picked up a long twig and 
pulled it in. I gasped when I recognized the scarf. 
It was the one Arlene had given Tom before he 
sailed for Korea! 

THE END 




BERT ANDREWS, FAMOUS LEADER OF SAFARIS, COULD SCALE THE TREACHEROUS MOUNTAINS OF 
KAL AN, BUT ONLY THE GOATS COULD SCALE THE CRAGS OF MT. T£ CHE TAN. A GOAT'S LEGS, WIRY, 
MUSCULAR, CAN CLING TO A NARROW, ROCKY LEOGE, LEAP SWIFTLY FROM PERCH TO PRECARIOUS 
PERCH. AND NOW, HIS OWN LEGS. WERE TURNING INTO GOAT'S LEGS/ NOW, HE.TOO, COULD SCALE MT 
TECHETAN/ THE GOAT GOO OF THE PA LAI/ TRIBE HAD A STRANGE, WEIRD POWER. AND HE HAD THOUGHT 



IT A MERE SOUVENIR - A STUFFED REPLICA ...YOU SEE, BERT DIDN'T KNOW IT WAS A VOO-DOO GOD / 



Never before had a safari led by the 
speedy manuel torres been so late in 
returning. after days of impatient anxiety, 
mr. spence, in charge of the mexican office 
of the beggs drug enterprises, received a 
telephone call from a distant hospital . 




MANUEL WAS SHOCKED TO LEARN 
THAT HE WAS BEING REPLACED . 
AW AFTER ALL HE HAD DONE 
FOR THE COMPANY/ RISKED HIS 
LIFE, BROUGHT BACK RARE HERBS 
FRON IMPOSSIBLE PEAKS/ 
r THE GRATITUDE OF THE 
AMER t CANOS - -BAH f A HUMAN 
BEING MEANS NOTHING I ONLY 
THOSE HERBS. TO GROW RICH I 




BITTERLY, MANUEL'S THOUGHTS 
WENT BACK TO TWO WEEKS AGO 
HOW THEY PRAISED HIM, FAWNED 
OVER HIM THEN/ 



AS LONG AS THEY NEEDED HIM, 
THOUGHT MANUEL, THEY'D EVEN 
DRINK WITH HIM/ 




The next day how they admired his strong, 
straight legs . ever the pretty lita wanted 

HIM/ 



THE LITTLE TOWN WORSHIPPED SPEED. BECAUSE 
THE FRAGILE CALA HERB CAME FROM STEEP UN- 
TRACKED CRAGS AND WHEN FOUND WOULD MOT LAST 
LONG . IT BROUGHT WEAL TH TO THE TOWN. . . . 
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